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This 1s the Model, not forlora, 
Who posed for him to the manner born 
To go in the Book that Pett built 


‘This the Pene sharp as thorn, 
That drew the Morlel who s not forlorn 
But posed for Pett in a style ‘as worn” 
By glamour giles and babes new-born 
{As youll see in the Book that Pett 


built} 


Who, being as fresh 2s a summer's morn, 
‘And hthe and free as @ field of corm 
Hotd Clothes and Purity Leagues im scorn, 
(Irapite of Grundies all tattered and torn 
Who wildly threaten and wearily warn ') 
‘And make such Pictures as now adorn 
Thus Beautful Book that Pett built | 
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THE GOLDEN GIRL 


0 Goddess, so goklen and glamorcus 
We who gaze on your aureate charins 
(an tell that the Sun has been amorons 
OL you, and reclmed m your arnty 
‘Your shoulders are brazenly burnished, 
Your torse and tummy are gold 
‘And thereby the Muse you he 


shes 
With phrases untold ¢ 


Away with all llywhite ladies 
Tnsipid as peaches and 

To Poets the only might shade 1s 

n ainea s auriferous gleam ' 

On wory bosoms we re frownng 
‘And necks like the silvery swan 
But you— you rea poem (by Browmin.) 
A statue m bronze ! 












Tirst trme I saw the Mermand, sir, wis ome bright moonhght 
might last June She was sitting on a rock mn traditional style, 
combing her long yellow hair and croonmg an cerie song which 
reathed me even on the chffs where 1 stood 500 ft above hen A 
pretty sight—but it gave me @ shock because I wasn’t expecting 
mermaids. I was lookmg for smugglers 


There’d been a lot of smugghng—jewellery, cameras, and so 
on—along this coast A mysterious motor launch had been seen— 
but not in the harbour of the old town—and as a petty officer in the 
Coast Guards 1t was my duty to patra] this part of the cliffs and try 
to spot where, if anywhere she beached 


T had im fact just sighted a boat out at sea, but the Mermaid 
sort of took my mind off her, and she disappeared round the headland 
while 1 was still staring at the vision on the rock... Thanks, I'll 
stick to bitter, sir - 


1 just couldn't beheve my eyes. But there was 00 doubting my 
ears, and that werd, hiltmg song scemed to invite—or fure—me 
down I could have descended the chff by a certain track I knew, 
and got a closer view of her uit had been low water , but the tide 








Was coming In, and bunging with it a dangerous current which would 
have swept me round that same headland hehind which the boat had 
vanished—and where I knew there was no safe landing, only ragged 
tecks and flooded caves 


I was still gogghng in unce ttainty when the Mermaid dived off 
her perch, and with a few easy strokes gained a cave and disappeared 
within 1t—as 1f she also knew that the incoming tide would be too 
strong for her 


That was all I saw of the Mermaid—or the boat—that night, 
and the neat morning when I signed off at the station I didn't care to 
mention either . just yet. They would have laughed at the 
Mermaid—and asked me why I hadn't reported the boat, at once. 


I didn’t mention ’em to Jean, either, Jean Summers was a 
peach of a blonde I'd chummed up with at the little hotel where she 
was spending her hohdays She was a sensible, level-headed sort of 
girl, and she'd adnutted she admired my sturdy commonsense 
(© Come-on sense ” she called it when I got fresh ') We used to go 
bathing together when I was off duty She was a good swimmer, and 
could keep ahead of me when only using her arms, with no leg kick. 
As I chased her round the bathing-pool that afternoon I couldn't 
bring myself to tell her I'd seen someone—or something—that would 
knock spots off her as a swimmer. “ Take more water with itt, 
Jack!" T could almost hear her scoffing 


That advice would have been more suitable 
for Dukes, my opposite numher, who was on mght 
duty on the cliffs that mght He had been trail- 
ing round after Jean, too, hut her preference for 
me had dnven the poor devil to dnnk—and he 
was often only half soher when he went on duty 
I couldn't help wondering what would be fis 
reaction if he spotted the Mermaad | 


Well, the next day I knew! 1 was told at 
the station that Dukes had reported sick after 
lus mght watch on the cliffs, and would I mind 
taking his place on the rota, It looked as 1f he 
had seen what I'd seen! 


“ Keep a special look-out tomght, Jack,’ 
sad the Commander. “That craft's been re- 
ported again, hut no one’s seen her in the 
harbour—and I hear more contraband has been 
getting through |” 


Well, I was more interested in the Mermand than the moter boat 
sir, and I decided to have a look at the lie of the land—or rather sea— 
dunng the day, while the tide was out 


So I went round to the hotel to tell Jean I couldn’t come bathing 
with her that day, and was rather relieved to find a message eae 
me that she also would be out. I gathered she had gone os ‘0 
town J knew she earned an occasional few guineas as a film ex a 
which probably helped her to meet the rather stiff hotel bills, so 


wasn't surprised, 








I stuffed some bathing trunks and a towel into my pocket in case 


of emergencies, and set off for the cliffs all by myseli. They're pet 
patrolled during the day, as the Coast Guard Station can cee 
the whole swecp of the bay—although, of course, not that particular 
spot under the cliffs where I'd seen the Mermaid. 


And I saw her again! She was curled up as large as life on her 
rock, with her long shy tail swishing the water which lapped its 
base, almost as if she was posing for a picture igor Ces 
hands I raised my spy-glass. Her face was hidden by her steeeree 
harr, and her long, bare, burnished back, glistening with Sa er, 
was towards me, but I had seen enongh , and as I started elma 
down the shppery track towards her that same thin, mocking song 


eddied up like an invitation to—what ? 


It was half-tide, and a stmp of sand still shone round the base 
of the lilf and the cave where she had vanished that other night, so 


I felt safe from drowning, at least. 


But in my haste and excitement I dislodged a stone, which went 
ratthng down the chff. The mermaid turned—gave me a eons a 
her wild, beautiful face—and with a squeal, dived off the rock an 


struck out to sea. 
And I nearly lost my footing on the track—because I thought 


I recognised her! 














ates eave sevens Iwas on the beach and stripping off my clothes 
oa ay into the cave to keep dry If I was to catch her 

knew I'd have to do it now, before the fide flowed back and 
MSL ean ow, ide flowed back and that 
current was sweeping uresistibly round the headland, Forgetting 
etting 


the menace of the Mermand's song, I pul y bathing trunks an 
‘ : g, L pulled on my bathung tru 


Then followed a chase that I s ¥ gel 
out pretty far, but presently et eee . wtih I 
guessed would bring her back towards the cove I tried fa ‘ a : 
off, and though she twisted and plunged in the most conti on 
ee her huge tail thrashing the water I began to scusreat teres 
she made a line for the shore. Not altogether to my surpnse es 
Si es Jean’s standard and her tail seemed 
Seta Bs Z ee ra fact, 1 oe dso rapidly on her 
el aae ener ES is a faye) ayes able to fing out a 
eee ay ee 
ee The Mermaid gave a convulsive erie ae 
3 g, tearing s : 
ribo Mectiid cence 





And while I was s ing w 
eee re as struggling with the thing, which wrapped 
ind me like a sea serpent, I saw Jean's furious, blushing face 
5 ig face 


turned towards me and heard her sputter‘ Fool!’ as her brown 


legs, freed from their encumbrance, kicked out and drove her tow: 
. C1 
, ic’ 
Trove her towards 





Yes, 1t was Jeau 
Summers, of course Td 
stripped her of what httle 
covering she had apart 
from a few whisps of sea- 
weed which served as an 
inadequate brassiere . and 
yet I had no alternative 
but to embarrass her fur 
ther by followmg in het 
wake For the fide was 
flowing, and I already felt 
the pull of the undertow 
that would soon turn the 
seainto'a racing death trap 





a - 

‘The strip of sand had disappeared, and Jean—a bronzed Aphro 
chte msing from the wave: ;—clambered mto the cave and was lost 
mits gloom When I gamed the same haven—for the floor sloped 
upwards above the reach of the tide—I deheately turned my back 
on ber and gazed out to sea. 

It was then that 1 saw that mysterious motor Jaunch ploughing 
ber way past us towards the headland. A man was standing in 
the bows with some sort of machine which puzzled me at first But 
long before her engine—and the imereasing current—had carned hei 
from sight I grasped the significance of the whole crazy set-up. 

They were smugglers, all nght, and they were using the Mermad 
as a decoy—a lure for eyes that should have been watchmg them— 
while they dumped their loot in some other cave, no douht with an 
outlet some way inland, further along the coast! 

And Jean was mixed up in tius shady racket. . 1 was kicking 
myself for the way I'd let her fool me, when her angry voice cut in 
on my reflections — 

” You fathead! You've spoilt the jneture 1” 

1 turned slowly , and was rather relieved to see that she had 
covered her nakedness with a suntop and a brief pair of sborts. She 
was still pretty easy on the eye, and I had to lowe: my gaze as 1 
muttered stupidly —" What preture ? 

“The shot they were taking of me as a Mermad, of course! 
shesnapped ' They're film people, and I've been posing for them all 
this week Night takes, mostly, but today they wanted a close-up 
it full sunhght = You’v: probably wasted several thonsand feet of 


film!” 
Lemiled cynically ‘Films ch? Why didn’t you fell me you 


were doing this? ” 














jase pont think I wanted you gogglng at me, do you? she 
demanded indignantly |" With nothing on but a tai, and a bit of 
Bladderwrack draped round my—1"" ‘She swung away from m 
ae ae els of her burnished shoulders.” And the tudo 
n't want a 1 4 
Pca ra ea collecting on the chff, ether. They 
; os = ta I said, ” as they happen to be smugglers,” 
nugglers Vhat are you talking about? They’ i 

coma i tell you Didn't you see the ener im ie *hoat 2 a 
No, I didn't," I rephed gnmly, "I saw a tommy-gun, and 


we're trapped in this cavi 1 vate! ‘ 
ee ee ae ees water. I hope they don’t come 





Yes, we were trapped all ni; 
Ves, we ¢ tra ght, sx sIt was SS. 
tS ae ae euabed he sheer cliff, for the Renee 
h and even breaking th usly over the littl 
which Jean bad perched as @ Mermad 2 °°" wwe Tonk 08 


a 

ah Me ore bale enough in the further recesses of the cave for the 

ee ay, and Jean had brought a pienic lunch with her, 

By ee @ omy aout we shared while we waited for the tide 

cI eight, and recede again. I had dressed, a 

pean set OPPOSES ae in ber stutap and shorts, ‘ae ae 
erself than as a Mermad But I sn‘ 

certain of her, yet, and even if I h soubel tues 
r, .a ad bee 

situation would have seemed favourable % a Ngee 

But I was to learn at last that she had acted in good faith, 


and had been fooled eve! : 
ae ag = ooled even more completely than myself by the 


= us moment the receding tide seemed to offer a chance for 

Teese eae pea I left the cave and plunged up to my 
a 5 ere was agood pull from the et 

felt fen ae eae my feet, and shouted to Te Reid 
pierre ” ad ON, ei 

ting half drowned just ee cu gee! pes enone: 





] was so mtent on fighting 
my way to the chiff that I didn’t 
notice the motor-launch creep- 
ing round the headland My 
first warnmg was a shnek from 
Jean at the mouth of the cave 
My second was a rough masculine 
voice which carried above the 
thunder of the sea. 

"Rasy on there, mate, if 
you don’t wanna be plugged full 
of Jead!” 

A tough looking guy was 
standmg m the bows of the 
approaclung boat, covering me 
with a tonimy-gum The smug- 
glers had come back, probably 
to mvestiagte the disappearance 
of ther Mermaid, and just in 
time to snatch escape from our 
grasp. There were only three of 
them, but they looked the sort who'd stick at nothing. Con- 
fnental types, who mught easily have persuaded a girl they were in 
the film business, but obvious thugs to a revenue officer like me. 


© Sorry to spoil your petting party,” jeered the man with the 
gun, when he had got us led up in the cave, » but you can continue 
it on that rock—until next Ingh-water.” He paused sigmificantly. 
"You been useful to us, Jean, helping to fool Mr, Nosey here, but 
you know too much. So the locals won't see no more mermaids 
after tonight, nor a certain coast guard, neither. Got that coil of 
rope, Stephan ? " 

There’s a poem of Swinburne’s describing the emotions of a 
couple of lovers who are lashed, stark naked and back to back, on 
arock in nud ocean, that used to get me in my romantse adolescence. 
You may know it, sir. 

Well, I can speak for the emotions myself now, although in real 
life they’re not quite what they're made out to bein the poem. And 
yet there was a certain queer sweetness 10 the situtation, too - 


We weren't naked, although Jean wasn't exactly over-dressed, 
and we were both soaked to the skim, but the smugglers had lashed 
us pretty close together on that rock, so that her soft shoulders 
were pressed into my back, and left us to die when the full tide 
washed over us For wba was there to see us drown when it was my 
look-out on the chff that mght ? 

And yet, after the first cold shock of despanr, a sort of tenderness 
welled up between us as the moon slowly chmbed the stairs of heaven. 
Yes, the mere memory of 1t makes me feel sort of poetical Thanks, 
Vl bave the same again . 

J strained at my bonds and twisted my head until my cheek 
found the cool softness of hers, and her breath stirred my hair. 





"Sorry 1 nasjudyed you, darling — 1 panted — But af wee 
ty die I'd bhe you to know E love you, Mermaid or not !”” 

"T could sing agam now,” was all she mumued, and our hips 
met 

I've read somewhere of a hiss ' distasted with the salt of broken 
tears,” bat I mmustn’t get poetical again! The eestacy of that 
moment was shattered by a faint hail from the chff-top We looked 
up and saw a man waving And I realised then that the smugglers 
had made a stupid blunder They'd forgotten 1 would have to sign 
on at the station before I came on duty, and of course when I failed 
to de se suspicion was aroused, and the Commander sent for Dukes 

He was sober this time, but he hadn't forgotten the Mermaid 
and, saying he'd investigate, he rushed to the cliffs Just in time to 
ste the tide creepmg up round our warsts 

It was too late for him to go back to fetch help but good old 
Dukes acted im a way that—well I was real sorry the only way 1 
could repay him was to ask him to be my best man! He came 
straight down the track to our rescue, and obhvious of the danger 
plunged into the raging sea and made the rock m spite of the current 
Of course when he had freed us we were all three swept away towards 
the headland hike leaves on a torrent. But things were going our 
way fora change The motor-launch was moored to a rock outside 
another cave, and the smugglers were still m their lair, sorting out 
the biggest collection of contraband goods, from diamonds to drugs 
you ever saw But this time I was the nght end of the tommy-gun 
which they'd left in the boat, and there wasn’t even an argument .. 


The story got around, of course, and the hotel offered us both a 
fortrught’s free hohday while Jean was asked to be a Mermaid at the 
local carmval. But she’d lost the most necessary part of her equip- 
ment, and anyway you can’t expect a girl to wear a fishtail on her 
honeymoon ‘Sa she went as a Lady Coast Guard instead, and I 
spent the day in bed with a helluva cold, teading “ The Toilers of 
the Deep.’ 

No thanks, sir 1 never touch spmts Try that chap over 
there , old Dukes rather hopes he’l see a Mermaid again some day . 











So I told him, Listen, 1’ve 
been a typist for five years 
and with my figure 1 don’t ae 
have to know shorthand ' 











She met him quite 
t quite by chance—drupped I 
park yath her phone number on 1t fecal Seen ae 












I see why you have come 
here now, old man—lt’s 
these fresh young trout ! 











{ told him I was no touch 
typst—directly  @ nybody 
touches me 1 stop typing! 





Ot course, If you ve for puuemioma | won't expect you 
to mght But dou", let me down agam to morrow might ! 









KEEP “GOOL 


Keep cool, sweet maid, and let who will get heated, 
Do daring things, not dream them, when it's hot, 
Let your strip-tease be perfect and completed 
And shed the let! 


And if some purtan should show displeasure 
At your exposure, plunge into the pool, 

And let him seethe and simmer at his leisure 
While you—keep coal! 





























io aoe 
An ( JAIL 
2 















“THAT WAS IN 
OFFICE 
Hours! 


YOU MAY HAVE WON 
QUIZZIES AND CROSSWORDS 
BUT | WANT SECRETARIES 
WHO ARE SMART IN 
OFFICE HOURS’ 
Fy 
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THE TWO TYPISTS 
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Paula s pet is just a pup 
Of somewhat doubtful pedigree, 

But when he s finished growing up 
The sort of dog he 1s we'll see, 

And ke may take another view 
Of pretty mistress Paula tno | 








Is Greta’s dog a Brussels griffon 
Or just another Pekinese ? 
The problem 1s a proper sizff‘un, 
And not to be resolved with ease , 
So Iet’s take Greta’s dog as read 
And concentrate on her mstead | 








A spamel 15 Susannah’s pet, 


& * ‘A water dog who loves to splosh, 
a f Yet Susan, when it turns ont wet, 
Ces OO ¥ Protects him with a mackintosh, 
Sa Lar Exposing in transparent cape 

Her own {more satisiymg) shape t 














Some ladies love the darling dachs 
Who, though a lap-dog, they declare 
Is quite content to warm the backs 
That bathing belles are apt to bare, 
Or, with a two-piece, can become 
A body-belt for Beauty’s tum ! 


The Sealyham, with soulful cyes, 
Observes his mistress comb her hair, 

Not wondering, with heartfelt sighs, 
What makes her so chyinely fair, 

But puzzled, anxious and perplexed 
Tor fear 1t may be Avs turn next [ 
















This bathing beauty’s hitle pal 
Has such a confidential air 
Some precious secret of the gal 

He’s surely beggmg her to share , 
Perhaps—who knows ?—the curious pup 
1s asking how she keeps it up | 












Nadtemoiselle attracts the eye 
\Vhen posing on the plage—and yet 
Ley garcons come all over shy 
When faced by her ferocious pet, 
) Although of course they need not blench _3\ 
Jrom any bulldog—af 1t’s French ! rok 


Or, the Conjurer’s New Assistant 


Ladies and gentler allow me to 
introduce my new as: 
This 1s her first appearance 
so she craves your indulgenc 
she’s not used to my httle tricl 


Now for the Elusive Whi 
here it's gon There 1s posit! 
nothing up my sleeve . 
there’s something up the lady's skirt 


Miss Trix, 1f you had 
watted I should have pro- 
duced the rat out of my hat 
or turned tt into a harmless 
rabbit 






















Dear, dear! I’m afraid 
she hasn’t quite fimshed 


disappearmg yet!!! 


If we had waited a litle 
longer you would have seen 
well, there’s no know- 

ing what you would have 
seen, ladies and gentlemen | 
That’s the worst of working 


with a new assistant 





You have all heard of 
the famous Disappearing 
Lady . . . She steps into 
the magic box, so—a gorge- 
ous vision in full evening 
dress. 


We close the curtains... 
One wave of my wand... 


and .. hey presto .. 





This seems a good 


moment to produce : 

yards and yards of t 

Abbeneeetaeseal Ne 
a 






nations 
Goldfish 111 
Pigeons!!! = (% 


ms 


. Which I can conyure 
up or spit away at will 
Begone! Avaunt ! Vanish t 
All have mystertously gone 
—inelnding, 1 seems, your 
undies, Miss Trix |"! 
















Quick | Into the box! There’s now nothing left for me 
to do but Saw the Lady in Half! 

See-Saw | Margery-daw ! 

Well, I can’t help it 1f you are commg apart Miss Tnx . 
you should have curled yourself up more carefully. 


However, there’s no 
need to be alarmed, 
ladies and gentlezen ! 
My new assistant 15 
still intact, You see, 


nes i's AH done by 
is Murvors | 












Theresa has a rough-heired terrter 
Who’s very fond of fun and games 
But she gets mad as he grows merrzer 
And calls him less endearing names 
For spunsilk nylons are an error 
When playmg with a holy terror | 





This lovely creature’s hssom hnes 

The perfect form and silken hair, 
Are unnustakably the signs 

Of grace and breeding past compare 
In any fancier’s catalogue, 








Who wouldn t be this model's pug 7 

For though he mught be called plug-ugly 
She clasps lum in the closest hug 

Because no doubt he fits in snagly 
A luchy dog, to say the least, 

To pose for Beauty and the Beast ! 













The Scotties fn infhient pup 

When Sarah tries tu teica bun ht 
And will insist on jumping up, 

To get that tithit—or to bust ! 
The silly ass! I'd like to see 

A little sugar tempting me | 





















\When Grandmama went bathing 
In eighteensixty-three, 

Encased in scarlet flannel 

She crept mto the Channel, 

And buried bust and bustle 
Beneath the sheltering sea , 
For she'd have blushed a rosy red 
To hear what Mr Gladstone said! 











But when the modern maiden 
As slender as she's sleek, 
Tnps hlithely to the ocean, 
Apart from sun-tan lotion 
She's weartng next to nothing 
—Next ta notliung so to speak | 
And thinks :t fun to make some 
busy 
Beach inspector feel quite Dizzy ! 











MY GARDEN 







I'm happiest m my garden 

Among the blooming flowers 
Where you'll find me kneelmg m the nude 
+ Lor hours and hours and hours 






1 clasp the tender blossoms 
Sa gently to my bust 

Anil sit well back upon my heels 
With my kuee-caps m the dust 


Yes Im happiest in my garden 
While the camera-man explores, 
But—for heck s sake take your pictures, man, 
And lemme go indoors ! 











PLL BE SEEING YOU! 


Pett’s 
Caiendar 
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PRICE 39 imc PT 





Greetings 
Cards 





PRICE 1/6 inc PT 


Angeia Darling 


PRICE 1/6 
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